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Summary: Love is a tricky thing. How do we know when the one we've 
met is The One? 


The Strangest Thing 
Love is a tricky thing. 

How do we know when the one we've met is _The One_? 

Do we get a bubbly feeling in our armor-clad chests? Or do we feel 
the unexplainable need to protect a Viking who can obviously protect 
themselves if the axes and bolas swinging from their hands are any 
indication? Not to mention the dragonaC | 

Is it the tingling in our toes when we sit around the fire, telling 
stories of the time before the Green Death? Or the fire in our cheeks 
when we realize we've been staring into their brilliant green eyes 
for well over an hour but can't be bothered to pay any attention to 
any other being on the earth while they relay stories of flipping in 
midair? 

Is it when we watch their muscles contract as they forge a new axe 
for us because we accidentally threw the last one over the edge of 
the cliff that someone _really_ should build a wall around the edge 
of? It is when we sit at the edge of the pond in the small canyon 
with them, just watching the stars and feeling the warmth of their 
hand around ours while a dragon blows foul-smelling breath over the 
top of our head? 

Could it be that the moment we know we're in love is when we're 
fighting with them? When their eyes flash with anger because we made 
a stupid comment about something completely insignificant? When we're 
both screaming in anger that has been building up for far too long? 

Or is it when we're in the arena, facing them, ready to spar with the 
swords that they made? Hearing the clink of metal on metal and 



feeling the accidental pain of a poorly-laid block ricocheting into 
our bicep? 


Or is it when they apologize profusely and overreact to the (very 
small) scratch on our arm? When they take such care in bandaging it? 
Is it when, at the end of a long day, we hold on tightly around their 
waist as they guide the dragon in gliding effortlessly above the sea 
and dipping smoothly through the puffy clouds? 

It is when, through every singly screw-up we make, they take our 
flaming face in their calloused hands, soothe us, and kiss away the 
embarrassment? Or is it when they hold us as we cry when our mother 
dies, and years later, our father? 

Do we know when we are young, bold, and reckless, or do we know when 
we are old, gray, and feeble? Do we know on our wedding day when we 
are both so full of nerves we can barely stand, or do we know when 
lying in our graves that are so close we could be clasping hands 
under the tons of fertile soil? Do we know when we hold our 
firstborn, or do we know when we almost die from a rogue catapult and 
they pull us to safety? 

Maybe there isn't a specific moment when we know. Maybe it is 
gradual, a gradual falling in of love. But perhaps it's like an 
explosion, like when several dozen of their Thor-forsaken "fireworks" 
are accidentally set off into the dark, star-filled sky. 

At any rate, those would be wonderful fireworks. 

**Alright, well, I feel slightly proud of this little spewage, so I 
would really appreciate if you would review. Also, because it is my 
first time writing for How to Train Your Dragon, please tell me how 
you think I did. ** 

**Happy Easter! He is Risen!** 

* *~CravingHoneydukes* * 


End 
f ile . 



